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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


Kiccollections of a House Keeper. 
CHAP. IL. 
My maiden name was Clarissa 


Gray. 

I was born in the neighborhood 
of Boston, (Mass.) in 17— and 
educated with the few facilities at 
that time afforded for the young; 
that is, I read ‘‘No man may” in 
Webster’s Spelling Book, then ad- 
vanced to the more elaborate ‘Art 
«-€ Speaking,’? and committed, 
page by page, Morse’s Geography, 
without Maps, of course in glori- 
ous uncertainty with regard to the 
position even of my own country. 
My cyphering boek, however, was 
my pride, and my mother’s too. 
With what delight did she display 
those sums, that rose like Ban- 
quo’s Ghosts, 

**And drew at each remove a lengthening 

chain.”’ 

At the age of eight years I re- 
collect seeing my mother reading 
a thin black book, which attracted 
my attention. It was “Blair’s 
Grave,’ and she read me the pas- 
sage, 

——‘‘But see the well plumed hearse 

comes nodding on.’’ 

How distinctly my imagination 
pictured that hearse and those nod- 
ding plumes! I recollect no other 
books, until Iisaw and devoured 
Shakspeare, at the age of nine, 
except an odd volume of Pope, 
containing ‘*The Messiah,” and 
‘*The Rape ofthe Lock.”’ I some- 
times look around on the mass of 
books collected by my children, 
and am half sceptical with regard 
tothe valae of Juvenile literature, 
when I remember how my mind 





opened under the mysteries of those 
wi tings. 

My accomplishnéats are soon 
told. I opened an exhibition bal! 
with one of the lasf slow minuets 
of the century, and i cannot but 
stop to render-a trib..te of admira- 
tion to that charming movement, 
in spite ef the admirers of the lazy 
quadrille, or the bustling waltz. 

A single curtesy’dr bow, when 
well ordered, are graceful; think 
then how delightfai must be the 
spectacle of a serie’ of ‘hese beau- 
tiful curves, perfofitied Rlow and 
appropriate music, by so attractive 
a couple, as I certainly believed 
Clarissa Gray and my partner 
Benjamin Homes, to be. He was 
a red cheeked boy of 13, and had 
a pair of new white gloves for the 
occasion, unharmed by contact 
with mine, for the minuet allows 


but the meeting of the extremities | 


of the fingers, and ‘hat lightly. I 
know not thy destny, Benjamin, 
but I have sometimes wished thou 
mightest tread through life on such 
polished footing, with sweet music 
to lead thee, and a partner as kind. 

My teacher honored, or reward- 
ed me, with a choice of fancy 
dances, and I decided on the slow 
minuet. How brilliant was the 
scene! Our old Clergyman and his 
lady were stationed in conspicuous 
seats, and looked on with benevo- 
lent smiles. We scarcely felt the 
floor while movisg with a step 
closely resembling the waltz, our 
hands raised, the top of each fore- 
finger making a circle with the 
thumb, then slowly descending, 
while with sideloog glances, and 
sidelong steps, with measured o- 
beisances, we evolved the ‘‘poetry 
of motion.” 
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I commenced learning music 
upon an old spinet of my moth- 
er’s, but her indulgence soon im- 
ported for me a harpsichord of the 
latest fashion, and though my more 
fastidious ear may be critically 
pleased with the improvements in 
the modern piano-forte, I] have ne- 
ver felt so wrapt and raised, as 
when I sang toa silent circle, 
‘“‘Henry’s Cottage Maid,” or “Her 
mouth which a smile,” to my own 
harpsichord. 


My Sampler was one of unrival- 
It possessed eyétr 


led none: y 
shade and glory of tent-stitch.~ “ay 
the upper corners were Cherub’s 
heads and wings. Under the Al 
phabets stood Adam and Eve, dra- 
peried with fig-leaves, and between 
them these appropriate lines-— 

Clarissa Gray is my name, 

My age is ten. 

This work in hand my friends may have, 

When I am dead and laid in grave. 
This sampler was a matter of cu- 
tiosity, and sometimes of ridicule 
to my children, but now that they 
perceive my grey hairs and increa- 
sing infirmities, I find the sampler 
neatly folded and laid aside, and 
sometimes a conscious look reveals 
to me, that they think I may soon 
be folded to rest in the grave. 

I married, at the age of 17, Ed- 
ward Packard, a Boston Lawyer. 
| remember the moment, when, af- 
ter a short ride, I first entered my 
adopted home. ‘The new carpet, 
new chairs, and new Mahogany, 
with its virgin hue, undarkened by 
wax and turpentine, are all before 
me. My mother was with me, and 
though she held one of my hands, 
and my husband the other, I could 
not restrain my tears from falling,” 


happy though they were. 





a. sae TED i % 
Ae py Zsa. 


sno rss esarielem 


10 SGUTHERN ROSE BUD. 











—_——————— i ———— ee 








I felt half ashamed to praise the 

arlour furniture, though I secret- 
y said, itis mine. On recovering 
from my shyness, I visited the va- 
rious apartments, and think I was 
most attracted by the nicely sanded 
kitchen, not even excepting a clo- 
set, which I might now call a bou- 
doir, fitted up expressly for me by 
my husband. 

How bright were those new tins 
and brasses, arranged with osten- 
tatious glitter on the walls and 
dresser! How comfortable that 
suspended warming-pan! How red 
and clean those bricks, that ex- 
tended to the right and left, leav- 
ing space for a family in the cor- 
ners. A setile too, that glory of 
New England kitchens, was there, 
now banished for the inhospitable 
chair, which accommodates one in- 
stead of three! I had often presi- 
ded in a parlour, but never before 
was mistress of a kitchen! 

A council had been called pre- 
vious tomy marriage, of the num- 
ber of “help” which we should re- 

uire, and it was decided that a 


emale Cook, and little girl to 
‘Swait and tend,’”? would answer 


our purpose, and be sufficiently 
genteel. 

I was introduced, on that mem- 
orable evening, to Nancy the Cook. 
She was the picture of cleanliness. 
She had on, what is called in New 
England, a ‘‘calico short loose 
gown;”’ at the South “a chintz 
wrapper,” with a check apron, a 
little starched, tied round her waist. 
Both cook and kitchen were in per- 
fect keeping. 

“Well, _ Bm said I, with a 
half modest, half patronizing tone, 
“T ama young housekeeper, but I 
dare say we shall get along very 
weil,” 

“Oh, ma’am,”’ replied Nancy, 
‘‘fam not atall petikelar [ never 
has no di‘lerences with nobody.” 

How amiable, thought I; and I 
gave her a calico bag, containing 
irou holders, kettle hélders, wipeis 
and dishcloths, presented me by an 
old aunt, who had quilted them 
for the occasion, and who said, 
with a commiserating voice, as she 
presented them, “Foung house- 
keepers have no rags, poor things!” 

The same kind friend gave mea 
rag-bag, and repeated to me an | 


, 


? 


anecdote she was fond of relating, 
of a lady ig Cambridge, who sold 
rags enough at four cents a pound, 
to buy hersell a silver porringer. 
‘‘And mind, larissa,” continued 
she, ‘et o} do not throw away 
the en Fol your thread— they al! 
help to fill up’’ IT heeded her di- 
rections; and who knows but some 
act of diplomacy, or some effusion 
of genius, may have been perpetu- 
ated on the paper, made from my 
“shreds and patches?” 

My husband was at home nearly 
all the first week, and my mother, 
nominally my guest, relieved me 
from every ca‘e; but on the Mon- 
day following, she returned to her 
own residence, Edward went to his 
office, and I was left alone 1 
soon felt weary of idleness. How 
willingly would L have daroed a 
stocking, or clear-starched a_.mus- 
}tin; but, alas, every thing was 
whole, and in order. I tried to 
find a withered leaf on my gera- 
niums, but they all looked as fresh 
as if they, too, were just married 
Centre tables were not then in fa- 
shiony or L-could have beyuiled a 
little time in disarranging them for 
effect; but ne! every article of fur- 
niture was in its proper parallel, 
and every chair at right angles 
with its neighbor, while books, and 


luxuries, were unknown. 

To amuse the tedious hours of 
my husband’s absence, I went into 
the kitchen and offered to assist 
Nancy in making apudding My 
overtures were eoldly received, but 
I thought that that might be “her 
way,” and I proceeded to break 
the eggs, giving little Polly the 
raisins to pick. 

‘* We don’t pat so much milk as 
that ere in puddins,”’ said Nancy, 
eyeing me keenly. ¢ 

My mother had taught me cul- 
inary arts with great care, and I 
felt on strong ground, while I de- 
fended my quantity of milk. Nan- 
cy answered me again with some 
heat, and when she found me fol- 
lowing my own recipe in silence, 
dashed the seive full of four on the 
table, and putting her arms akim- 
bo, said, 

“Well, Miss Packard, if you 
will spile the puddin, you must 





bake it yourself!” 


knick-knacks, as drawing room | 





I was thuuderstruck! A bride, 
to whom for a week all had sub- 
mitted as to a Queen; from whom 
commands were favors, and re- 
quests privileges! I felt the blood 
rush to my face, my hands trem- 
bled, and fearing to expose my agi- 
tation, I quietly laid down the ma- 
terials I was preparing, and said, 
with a great effort at calmuess— 

‘Finish this pudding, and bake 
it for dinner.” 

I just made out to reach the par- 
lour, when I burst into tears, and 
sobbed like a child, comforting my- 
self, however, with the idea, that I 
should compose myself and bathe 
my eyes before Edward came 
home. But that was not to be. 
With a young husband’s impa- 
tience he had hurned through his 
business, and thinking to give me 
& pleasant surprise, stood by my 
side 

I cannot describe his concern 
at my situation, while [, mortified 
to the beart at having exposed my- 
self in tears for such at«ifie, could 


searcely explain the cause of my 
distress. When I did mako him 


understand the nature of the pro- 
vocation I had received, he grew 
angry, (I had never seen him an- 
gry before,) and walking with long 
strides into the kitchen, he dis- 
missed Naney on the spot. 

With a woman’s glance I. saw 
the consequences Nancy iaid a- 
side a raw steak, that she was ma- 
king tender by her passionate 
treatment, and walked up stairs in 
high dudgeoa, not torgetting to 
take up the wages which Edward 
had thrown on the table. Five 
minutes after we heard her depart- 
ing tramp on the stairs. 

it was no time for crying now. 
Little Polly and I had to go te 
cooking in good earnest. My 
husband turned off the atiair when 
his temper wasoo!ed, with a very 
pleasant grace, and as I placed the 
before-mentioned ysteak on the 
gridiron, ad 

‘Haste, hither, Fve, with speed, 
**And what thy stores contain, bring forth 
and pour abundance.”’ 

When our dinner was cooked, 
we formed a procession from the 
kitchen to the parlour. Edward 
bore the steak, whistling a march, 
I followed, laughing, with the pud- 
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ding, for we had to economize 
time, and little Polly enjoying the 
joke, trudged after with the pota- 
toes 

Still we felt that there was an 
effort in all this, and when my hus- 
band looked at me for the first time 
alone, at his table, he perceived 
that the kitchen fire, added to the 
effects of weeping, hud deepened 
the hue of my complexion beyond 
the delicacy of beauty, and as I 
was assisting him to a potato, de- 
tected a spot of **smut”’ ( pot-black ) 
on the finger, on which he had 
placed a pearl ring. I blushed 
deeper criiason, and tears, those 
trials to young wives, started to 
my eyes. Edvard seemed not to 
notice it, and I transferred the sa- 
ble stain to one of my bridal hand- 
kerchiefs, 





State of Feeseee: Liberty in Buse 
sia. 


| Translated forthe Rose Bud, from 
the French of a recent travelicr in 
thai country. | 


‘Turning into an almost desert- 
ed street, we observed opposite to 
us a couple of men, belonging to 
thelower rank They wore loug 
beards; their hair in front was cut 
in a very regular manner, and de- 
scended behind no farther than the 
middle of the head, where their 
thick locks terminated in a_per- 
fectly horizontal line, and leit bare 
the neck and lower part of the 
head, which had been carefully 
shaven A robe of red cloth, fas- 
tened by a girdle in the middle of 
their bodies, descended as low as 
the knees, and over this first gar- 
ment, ‘a sheep-skin, rudely cut in 
the form of a caftan, or Turkish 
coat, was hung upon their shoul- 
ders, with the fur turned inwards 
They wore no stockin rs, but their 
legs were surrounded by long strips 
of cloth, and the covering for their 
feet consisted of a kiffd of sandals, 
skiliully woven from the bark of a 
tree; in short, they weretwo such 
figures as one sees by thousands 
in the streets of St. Petersburgh, 
and more resemble Savages than 
any thing else. Their conversa- 
tiou. was ‘ery aaimated; it grew 
warmer and warmer, and as it soon 
became a pretty keen dispute, we 


to blows. But at that moment, a 
person came up, with a round hat 
upon his head, clothed in a rustic 
dress, and without any outward 
badge to distinguish him as an of- 
ficer of police. You suppose pro- 
babiy that he is goifg to reason 
with those two brawlers, and trv 
to reconcile them to each other by 
persuasive methods? ‘Not at all. 
He goes directly up to one, and 
without ultering a word, lays five 
or six pretty violent blows of his 
fist on his person, then darts off 
to the other, to whom he deals the 
same measure, and concludes, as 
he departs, by addressing eight or 
ten wordsto both of them togeth- 
er, which probably meant, that at 
another time, they would not es- 
cape quite so easily. Whereup- 
on; our two Russians, who had re- 
mained motionless and silent du- 
ring this prompt infliction, peace- 
ably retired; no more strife; no 
more altercation; they even spoke 
to each other in a tone, which ap- 
peared quite friendly. 





intcresiim, tacisin Aaiural His- 
tory. ; 

There are supposedto be above 
20,000. species, or kinds of insects, 
in Europe alone; and the South- 
ern quarters of the globe are pro- 
portionally still more prolific; for 
we find that cold is in general ad- 
verse to insect life, and that even 
temperate countries are, in this 
respect, much less productive than 
tropical and equatorial regions. 

The extreme northern bounda- 
ry of insect life, is about 83°, 
where Capt. Parry, on the last day 
of his attempt to reach the pole, 
found a small species of aphis, or 
plant-louse, about one hundred 
miles from the nearest known land. 

Nevertheless, insects are very 
numerous in the most northern 
conntries of Europe, as Iceland, 
Lapland, Sweden, and Liberia 
Some of them, in these regions, ri- 
valin size aud splendour the most 
gorgeous products of the torrid 
zone 
The total amount of known 
kinds of British Insects, is about 
10,000, which is nearly equal to 
twice the number of ascertained 
birds, and to more than ten times 





thought they were ready to proceed 





the number of ascertained quad- 
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rupeds throughout the whole wold. 

In regard to plants, it is caicu- 
lated that there are about 120,000 
kinds in the world; but that there 
are about 700,000 kinds of inscefs. 
How truly manifold (says the 
Quarterly Review, from which the 
account is taken) are the works of 
Omnipotent Wisdom! 





Answer te Conundrums, 
39. Because she is fond of the Glass. 
40. Recause it is anotion. (an Oceas. 
41. When it is pay-ment. 
42 Because they secure the Mails. 
43, Because it is down in the mouth. 





Conundrums. 
44. Why isa flourishing Landlord sure 
to have many relations? 
45. Where did.Nouah strike the first nai! 
in the ark? 
46. Pray tell me ladies, if you can, 
Who is the highly favored man, 
Who tho’ he’s married many a wife, 
May be a Bachelor all his life? 
47. What is that which makes every 
one sick, but those who smallow it? 








For my Youngest Readers. 





THE LITTLE NORTHERN 
BOY'S SLED. 


I’m flattered by your earnest wishes, 
To hear another of ny pieces; : 
Yonr candour grant, and you'll have said 
Something about iny little sled. 

A mighty task I’ve undertaken, 

To show you, in a little acorn, 
A great oak tree, the house we dwell in, 
And the nice sled of which I'm telling. 


The acorn in the fall was planted, 
And neither soil nor moisture wanted; 
In spring it Iprsree do you see,— 
Years past, the shrub became a tree, 
Which grew so fast and rose eo high, 
The branches seemed to sweep the sky: 
The birds upon its boughs oft nested, 
And in its shade the cattle rested. 

At length the axeman auned bis blow, 
And laid its towering honors iow. 

He cut up what was suall and limber, 
But saved the rest for logs and timber; 
Then in his mill he in a trice 

Saw d the trunk into boards and joist. 
Of these was built this house, tis said, 
And some small pieces made my sled. 


The moral I would hence adduce, 
Is, that small things may have their ase. 
Then let me strive while yet a boy, 
My time in learning to employ, 
That zrowing older may improve me, 
And every one who knows may love me. 
Dorchester, ( Mass.) 1794. 








Return of Deaths within the City of >) 


Charleston from the 15th to the 22d 
Dec. Whites 2: black and colored 18 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 


CHRISTMAS DAY. 
Joyful, joyful concerts frame 
The theme is our Redeemer’s name, 
Who this morn shed light on earth, 
When Angels quir’d his heavenly birth! 
Glory to the Lamb above, 
Who came this day in peace and love, 
To take from death its scorpion sting, 
And joy of Heaven to mortels bring! 
Come to the ye, who, sad, opprest, 
Look to earth, and find no rest, 
‘Turn to Bethlehem’s babe, he bears 
A balm to sooth your aching cares. 
‘Think of the martyr’s mouldering tomb— 
What nerv’dthem to abide their doom, 
And midst the flames of burning piles, 
Turn to Heaven with patient smiles? 
"They saw their Lord in visions bright, 
And blest this morn,which brought them light. 
Come all ye things in earth and air, 
Practaim his triumph every where; 
Till lofty hills and vales around 
Wake, echo with a joyous sound, 
And the strain raise to Heaven above, 
Where he’s enthroned in power and love! 


M. A.S, 





SELECTED BY REQUEST. 
Account of a Visit from St. Nicholas. 

'I'was the night before Christmas, when ali thro’ the house, 

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse; 

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care, 

In hope that St. Nicholas soon would be there; 


‘The children were nested all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sugar plumbs danc’d in their heads, 
And Mainma in her ’kerchief, and Ll in my cap, 
Had fust settled our brains for a long winter’s nap— 


When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, 

{ sprung from the bed to see what was the matter; 
Away to the window I flew like a flash, 

Tore open the shutters, and threw up the sash, 


‘The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow. 

Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below— 

When, what to my wondering eyes should appear, 

But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer, 

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 

i knew in a moment it must be St. Nick, 

More rapid than eaglés his coursers they came, 

Aad he whistled, and shouted, and call’d them by name: 


‘‘Now! Dasher, now! Dancer, now! Prancer, and Vixen, 
**On! Comet, on! Cupid, on! Dunder and Blixem; 

‘To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall! 

**Now dash away! dash away! dash away all!” 


As dry leaves before the wild hurricane fly, 

Wheu they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky; 
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, 

With the sleigh full of toys—and St. Nicholas too. 
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And then in a twinkling, I heard on the roof, 

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof, 

As I drew in my head, and was turning around, 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound: 


He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot, 
And his clothes were all tarnish’d wih ashes and soot; 
A bundle of toys was flung on his back, 

And be look’d like a pedier just opening his pack: 


His eyes—how, they twinkled! his dimples how merry, 
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry ; ‘ 
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow, 

And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow; 


The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath. 
He had a broad face, and a little bright eye, 

‘That shone on his cheek like a star in the sky ; 

He was chubby and plumb, a right jolly old elf, 
And I laugh’d when | saw him in spite of myself; 
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head, 

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 


He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 
And fill’d all the stockings; then turned with a jerk, 
And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 

He sprung to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they al! flew like the down of a thistle: 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight— 
Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good night. 


ANON, 





UNFADING BEAUTY. 


WRITTEN IN 1640, BY T. CARTER. 


He that loves a rosie cheeke, 
Or a coral lip admires, 
Or from star-like eyes doth seeke 
Fuel to contain his fires; 
As old time makes these decay, 
So his flames shall waste away. 


But a smoothe and stedfast mind, 

. Gentle thoughts and calm desires, 
Hearts with equal love combined 
Kindle never dying fires. 

Where these are not I! despise 
Lovely cheeks, or lips, or eyes. 
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ITEMS. 


The Courier des Dames announces thet hair pow- 
der is coming into fashion iu Paris, among the fash- 
ionable ladies. 

A gentleman belonging to Northfield, Mass. whose 
wife wasin the steam-boat New-England, and was 
injured by the explosion, has determined to com- 
mence an action against the proprietors of the boat 
for injuries sustained by her tlitungh the negligence 
of their agents. 
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icp Rev. ARTHUR BUIST informs his patrons and the 
public, that he will resume the exercises of his Classical and 
English Seminary, on 2d January next, and hopes, by a devoted 
attention to the instruction and improvement of his Pupils, te 
merit their confidence and support. Dec. 28. 
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